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ft  <fl  The   Class  of    1913  has  approved  the  ft 

D  decision  of  its  five  predecessors,  and   Mr.  H 

Nerses   thanks   each    individual    member 
O  for   this  testimony  of  appreciation.   ^Ybu  O 

have  pleased  him!  He  will  please  you! 
5_  Students  and  Teachers  of  the  School 
will  be  accorded   the  usual  special  rates 
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The  Golden-Rod 


QUINCY,  MASS.,  MARCH  1913 


^EDITORIALS 


Some  time  ago,  through  the  kindness  of  Miss 
Julia  Duffy,  we  saw  the  first  Golden  Rods  is- 
sued from  1891  through  1896.  These  early 
papers  are  tiny,  scarcely  six  by  nine  inches.  On 
the  cover,  the  color  of  which  changes  from 
month  to  month  are  the  words  "Golden  Rod" 
with  a  spray  of  the  same  flowers.  Further 
down  comes  the  motto  "Encouragement." 
Later,  the  cover  was  changed  and  a  picture  of 
the  old  High  School  inserted. 

In  explaining  how  the  Golden  Rod  came  into 
existence,  Miss  Reed,  the  senior  general  editor 
writes  in  the  first  number  of  the  first  year: 
"As  this  is  our  first  attempt  'Our  Venture'  was 
among  the  names  proposed,  but  although  that 
tells  a  little  story  in  itself,  the  name  of  our  na- 
tional flower  was  unanimously  chosen.  As  we 
have  previously  mentioned,  the  name  is  em- 
blematic of  encouragement,  so  when  we  are 
weary  and  discouraged,  when  we  are  about  to 
despair  of  accomplishing  our  task,  we  may  take 
heart  once  more  as  we  think  of  our  Golden 
Rod." 


A  few  weeks  ago  the  Senior  Class  held  a 
class  meeting  and  selected  for  their  motto 
"Esse  non  videri,"  meaning  "To  be,  not  to 
seem."     Since  then,  some    of    the    mottoes    of 


years  ago  have  been  found:  "Aude  esse 
sapiens"  '72,  "Dare  to  be  Wise7';  "Ten  tanda 
via  est"  '75,  "A  way  must  be  sought  and 
found";  "Mulla  dies  sine  linea"  '76,  "No  day 
spent  in  vain";  "Portiter,  Fideliter,  Feliciter" 
'77,  "Bravely,  faithfully,  happily"  ;  "^nimo  et 
fide,"  '78,  "With  faith  and  courage"  ;  "A  deux 
mains," '79,  "With  all  our  strength";  "Pas  a 
Pas",  '80,  " Step  by  Step"  ;  "A  trite  Force," 
'81,  "With  all  our  power";  and  the  only  Eng- 
lish one,  "Deeds  not  words"  of  the  Class  of 
1883. 


Some  time  ago  a  suggestion  was  made  that 
several  students,  experiment  in  collaborating  a 
story  for  this  paper.  Each  of  the  participants 
was  to  write  a  chapter,  taking  up  the  thread  of 
the  story  where  it  had  been  left.  After  a  title 
was  chosen,  each  of  the  students  wrote  an  intro- 
ductory chapter.  When  these  were  lead,  the 
matter  of  making  a  choice  was  difficult :  the  ex- 
periment was  carried  a  step  further;  each  girl 
was  given  a  chapter  written  by  another  and 
asked  to  continue  it.  The  three  stories  appear- 
ing in  this  issue,  entitled  "The  Mysterious  Mes- 
sage" arc  the  product  of  the  collaboration  of 
Marion  G.  Kami,  Ednah  M.  Sanborn,  and 
Beatrice  I.  Costello.  all  of  the  class  of  191:!. 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


We  must  remind  our  readers  that  the  car- 
toons appearing:  in  the  "Golden  Rod'"  from  time 
to  time  are  all  dene  in  a  spirit  of  fun,  and  if  in 
the  past,  any  had  heen  rather  pointed  or  person- 
al, we  beg  you  not  to  feel  any  resentment  as 
they  are  the  product  of  fun  loving  mirthful 
bovs.  whose  motive  is  to  amuse  and  not  to  hurt. 


We  now  have  the  new  system  of  vacations, 
eight  weeks  of  work  and  one  of  rest.  Although 
it  is  late  in  coming  into  effect  this  year,  it  will 
break  the  long,  tiresome  stretch  between  Christ- 
inas and  Easter  and  next  year,  starting  with 
September,  it  will  doubtless  prove  even  more 
satisfaetorv. 


In  mentioning  the  various  teams,  and  shows. 
it  is  well  to  take  some  notice  of  the  Glee  Clubs. 
Both  the  Boys'  and  the  Girls'  Glee  Clubs  have 
been  doing  fine  work  this  year  and  should  be 
given  every  encouragement  to  continue. 


Much  credit  is  due  to  ^liss  Perkins  for  ?;o  suc- 
cessfully training  the  Glee  Clubs  and  in  getting 


so  many  of  the  school's  best  singers  to  enroll  as 

members. 


The  Boys'  Glee  Club,  under  the  capable  man- 
agement of  Alvah  D.  Innis  '13  has  sung  several 
times  this  year  at  entertainments  given  at  the 
different  Grammar  schools  in  the  city.  The 
Double  Quartette  from  the  club  sang  very  tune- 
fully at  the  Twelfth  Night  Revels  and  received 
much  well  deserved  applause. 


The  Girls'  Glee  Club  has  not  as  yet  sung  at 
any  outside  entertainments  this  year,  but  we 
feel  sure  that  if  they  should  do  so,  they  would 
be  a  credit  to  the  Quincy  High  School. 


The  greater  part  of  the  members  of  the  Boys' 
Glee  Club  are  now  rehearsing  for  the  Minstrel 

Show,  which  we  hope  will  soon  be  staged. 


The  "Golden  Rod"  congratulates  the  Glee 
Clubs  upon  their  well  deserved  success  and 
wishes  them  the  greatest  prosperity  possible  for 
the  remainder  of  the  season. 


The  Mysterious  Message 


No.  1 


Chapter  I. 

John  Hamilton,  a  successful  New  York  law- 
yer, stared  at  the  letter  he  held  in  his  hand,  and 
then  read  it  aloud  in  a  wondering  voice : 

"EllLton.  New  York, 

Feb.  1,  1913. 
John  Hamilton,  Esq., 
1420  Whitehall  1  bidding, 
17  Battery  Place, 
New  York  City. 
Dear  Sir: — I  know  this  is  a  strange  ease  and 
a  strange  request  but  any  time  you  give  me  will 
be  well  paid  for.  Of  late,  whenever  I  have  been 
in  doubt  as  to  any  action,  I  have  received  mes- 
sages from  my  husband  who  has  been  dead  two 
years.  Although  1  believe  somewhat  in     Profes- 
sor James'  theories,  these  communications  have 


disturbed  me  very  much  as  we  live  some  dis- 
tance from  other  people  and  there  are  only  my 
three  servants,  my  fourteen  year  old  twins  and 
I  at-home. 

Will  vou  come  and  see  what  vou  can  do  about 
this  1  I  know  that  it  is  not  your  work  but  more 
like  that  of  a  detective  but  I  want  some  one 
who  can  advise  me.  If  you  tind  you  cau  come, 
telegraph  and  I  shall  send  the  motor  to  Saranac, 
the  nearest  railway  station. 

Very  sincerely  yours, 

Helena  Palmer.'" 

With  a  chuckle,  Hamilton  reached  for  the 
telegraph  blanks  with  one  hand,  his  fountain 
pen  with  the  other,  and  scribbled,  "Coming  at 
5  o'clock  Tuesday";  then  signed  it. 
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The  next  day,  Tuesday,  at  5  o'clock  sharp  the 
heavy  roadster  from  the  Palmer  garage  rolled 
into  the  Saranae  station.  William,  "the  choco- 
late chauffeur,"  stepped  forward  to  take  the 
lawyer's  bags. 

"Yo'  Mistah  Hamilton  f'om  New  York?"  he 
asked.  "Mis'  Palmer  dreadful  upsot,  doan't  jes 
know  wot's  de  mattah." 

Having  received  no  definite  reply  to  his  re- 
marks, William  drove  back  to  Elliston  in  silence. 
Soon,  at  the  end  of  a  driveway,  lined  with 
clumps  of  pine  trees,  Hamilton  caught  a  glimpse 
of  a  gray  stone  house  of  rather  more  than  moder- 
ate size,  long  and  low,  with  endless  possibilities 
in  the  way  of  dark  passages  and  unexpected 
doorways. 

Mrs.  Palmer,  tall  and  slender,  was  waiting  in 
the  library  and  came  forward  to  welcome  him 
as  the  maid  opened  the  door.  Suddenly  an  un- 
earthly yell  was  heard,  then  two  distinct  crashes, 
—then  silence.  Hamilton  started,  but  Mrs.  Pal- 
mer gave  him  a  quick  nervous  smile.  The  door 
was  jerked  open  and  the  culprits  raced  in. 

Beatrice  Costello,  '13. 

Chapter  II. 

They  were  tall,  manly  looking  lads,  with  faces 
brimming  over  with  fun.  and  both,  as  Hamilton 
could  easily  see.  the  idols  of  their  mother's 
heart.  The  roguish  look  which  both  wore,  sug- 
gested the  possibility  that  they  might  in  some 
way  be  connected  with  the  "communications"  of 
the  late  Mr.  Palmer,  but  the  lawyer  soon  con- 
vinced himself  that  they  were  not  the  ones  to 
trifle  with  the  memory  of  a  dead  father. 

"We've  busted  the  mirror  in  your  room,"  ex- 
claimed the  older  one.  "Ted  and  I  were  only 
lookin'  for  the  quicksilver  on  the  back,  and  he 
was  rubberin'  so  hard  he  hit  my  arm,  and  the 
old  glass  went  all  to  splinters." 

"Squealer,"  cried  the  other. 

"But,  Ma.  Kate  says  we'll  have  bad  luck  for 
seven  years,"  and  with  this  both  left  the  room 
precipitately. 

Mrs.  Palmer  tried  to  smile  naturally,  but  her 
lace  had  paled  visibly  at  these  last  words.  The 
lawyer's  eyes,  were  quick  to  note  such  changes 
and  he  plunged  into  the  matter  at  once. 


"Suppose  you  tell  me  about  the  communica- 
tions," Mr.  Hamilton  said,  smiling  encouraging- 
ly. "Imagine  we  can  explain  them  to  our  satis- 
faction without  much  trouble.  But  let  me  ask 
you  first,"  and  Hamilton  peered  to  left  and 
right  with  curious  eyes,  "are  there  any  other 
people  in  the  house  beside  yourself,  your  two 
sons,  and  the  maid  .'" 

"For  the  past  two  months  my  husband's  aunt 
has  been  visiting  us;  she  is  the  only  one  w  h  I  has 
been  here  since  Ins  death.  I  did  not  care  to  be 
troubled  with  guests."  was  the  reply. 

"Very  good;  now  tell  me  the  story,"  encour- 
aged Hamilton,  as  he  leaned  forward  in  his 
chair,  his  eyes  riveted  on  a  painting  of  Mrs. 
Palmer's  husband. 

"As  I  wrote  you,  my  husband,  Mr.  George 
Palmer,  died  two  years  ago,  very  suddenly  from 
apoplexy.  Shortly  before  his  death,  he  acted 
oddly,  often  sitting  for  considerable  time,  listen- 
ing apparently  to  something  which  I  could  not 
hear.  It  worried  me  and  I  consulted  our  physi- 
cian, who  lessened  my  anxiety  somewhat  by  tell- 
ing me  it  was  only  a  form  of  nervousness.  There 
were  many  perplexing  matters  of  business  with 
which  I  was  wholly  unfamiliar,  that  came  up 
after  his  death.  His  partner  and  I  did  our  best 
and  all  went  very  well  until  two  months  ago. 
when  two  very  necessary  receipts  were  missing. 
One  evening  Miss  Cobb,  my  husband's  aunt  and 
I  were  sorting  papers  in  an  old  desk  of  George's. 
I  had  just  said  that  I  must  destroy  it  when  sud- 
denly I  saw  my  husband  standing  before  me. 
with  finger  raised,  in  warning  as  he  slowly  said. 
'Helena, — Helena — don't  destroy  it.  Look — . 
look — ,  look — .'  I  was  almost  paralized  with  the 
shock,  and  thought  it  all  some  horrible  brain 
trouble,  but  on  searching  through  the  desk  again. 
I  found  those  two  missing  papers!  As  the  epi- 
sode was  not  immediately  repeated,  I  tried  to 
forget  it.  until  circumstances  made  that  impos- 
sible. Last  month,  a  gentleman  called,  asking 
for  Miss  Cobb,  hut  before  he  left.  1  was  sum- 
moned to  meet  him.  Imagine  my  surprise,  when 
he  offered  to  buy  this  estate,  and  named  a  fabu- 
lous price  for  it.  Before  1  could  recover  from 
my  astonishment,  I  distinctly  saw  my  husband 
enter  from  the  hall,  stand  in  a 'corner  of  the 
room,  and  slowlv  shake  his  head     three     times. 


s 
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Miss  Cobb  had  to  rouse  me,  in  order  to  have 
some  answer  made  to  the  offer,  which  I  steadily 
refused.  Last  Monday,  that  man  went  to  Sing 
Sing!  He  had  only  used  Miss  Cobb  as  a  tool! 
There  were  no  further  scenes  until  Wednesday 
evening.  I  was  extremely  nervous,  and  Miss 
Cobb  and  I  were  wilding  away  the  time  by  play- 
ing duets,  when  I  felt  a  touch  on  my  shoulder, 
saw  George  standing  beside  me.  heard  him  whis- 
per in  my  ear,  'Watch — watch — watch,'  then  I 
fainted.  I  can't  stand  it  any  longer;  I  must 
know  what  all  this  means!  I  realize  that  it  is 
not  in  your  line  of  business,  but  I  thought  you 
might  assist  me  in  some  way." 

Hamilton,  who  had  been  staring  at  the  por- 
trait, before  him,  knit  his  brows,  listening  at- 
tentively to  every  word.  As  she  finished,  he 
looked  at  her  keenly,  then  smiled  reassuringly. 

"It  is  well  that  you  told  me  so  fully,"  he  said. 
"  I  think  there  may  be  two  solutions  to  this  mys- 
tery. The  first  will — ."  the  entrance  of  a 
lady  interrupted  Turn.  She  was  about  fifty  years 
old,  stately,  well  dressed,  and  very  alert,  as  one 
saw  by  her  movements. 

"Miss  Cobb.  Mr.  Hamilton,"  said  Mrs.  Pal- 
mer quietly.  The  introduction  was  mutually 
acknowledged,  and  then  the  lady  moved  toward 
the  door.  Suddenly  there  was  a  stir,  a  little 
gasp  from  Mrs.  Palmer.  "George!"  she  cried, 
and  fainted. 

Marion  G.  Rand,  1913. 

'Chapter  III. 

Uttering  an  impatient  exclamation.  Miss  Cobb 
turned  back,  and  with  Hamilton's  help  restored 
Mis.  Palmer  to  consciousness.  Then  Miss  Cobb 
left  the  room. 

"What  was  it.  Mrs.  Palmer  .'"  asked  Hamilton, 
when  she  seemed  herself  again.  "Can  you  tell 
me  about  it  ?    I  shall  try  hard  to  help  you." 

"Oh.  if  you  only  could!"  she  breathed.  "I 
distinctly  saw  my  husband  then.  He  appeared 
over  .Miss  Cobb's  head,  and  I  heard  him  say 
again,  'Watch. — watch. — watch!'  Didn't  you 
hear  him  ?     Didn't  you  see  him?"  she  cried. 

"No,  I  did  not."  answered  Hamilton.  "It  is 
all  very  strange,  but  as  you  are  the  only  one 
wlio  sees  him,  it  may  be  a  case  of  overwrought 
nerves." 


At  that  moment  there  was  a  determined  peal 
of  the  door-bell,  and  a  few  minutes  later,  a  tall 
man  clad  in  a  gray  suit  entered  the  library. 

"Mrs.  Palmer,  I  believe?"  he  said.  "I  am 
Mr.  Norman,  of  the  police  headquarters." 

Mrs.  Palmer  bowed,  and  introduced  Mr. 
Hamilton,  then  waited  anxiously. 

"I  believe  I  have  important  news  for  you, 
Mrs.  Palmer,"  he  began,  seating  himself  op- 
posite her.  "Last  Monday  we  captured  an  es- 
caped convict  from  Sing-Sing,  and  he  has  made 
an  interesting  confession." 

"Yes,  yes!"  breathed  Mrs.  Palmer.  "Please, 
go  on." 

"Over  two  years  ago,"  he  continued,"  this 
man  was  employed  in  your  husband's  office. 
Mr.  Palmer  had  charge  of  great  funds,  and  on 
the  night  of  his  death,  he  brought  here  with  him 
a  large  sum  of  money.  This  man,  Johnson. 
knew  of  it — no  one  else — and  when  he  heard  of 
Mr.  Palmer's  death,  he  resolved  to  procure 
those  funds,  for  he  believed  they  were  some- 
where in  the  house. 

"He  secured  Kate,  your  cook,  for  an  accom- 
plice, and  told  her  of  the  money.  Soon  after, 
he  was  arrested  for  burglary,  but  Kate  still  kept 
on  with  her  search.  At  about  this  time  Miss 
Cobb  came.  I  am  sorry  to  say.  she  is  anything 
but  a  scrupulous  woman.  Kate  soon  discovered 
it.  and  thinking  Miss  Cobb  might  be  of  some 
help  in  the  search,  took  her  into  her  confidence. 
Last  mouth  Johnson  escaped.  Kate  had  told 
him  of  Miss  Cobb,  and  he  asked  for  her  when  he 
came  here.  For  some  mysterious  reason,  you  re- 
fused to  sell  the  property.  He  grew  desperate 
at  his  failure  and  was  soon  recaptured.  He  had 
given  up  all  hope  and  wrote  to  Kate.  The  note 
was  intercepted  and  the  rascal  confessed  the 
rest." 

He  stopped.  Mrs.  Palmer  had  been  very 
quiet  throughout  the  whole  story,  but  she  was 
pale  and  trembling. 

"Kate,— Miss  Cobb!"  said  Mrs.  Palmer  in- 
creduously.  "Oh,  how  could  they!  I  trusted 
them  both  so."  Then  her  face  brightened.  "Will 
you  please  push  that  button  near  you.  Mr. 
Hamilton  ?"  she  said. 

When  the  maid  appeared,  she  told  her  to  tell 
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Miss  Cobb  and  Kate  that  they  were  wanted  in 
the  library. 

"They're — they're  gone,"  stammered  the 
girl."  William  just  took  them  tor  the  seven- 
live." 

"Gone!"  cried  Mrs.  Palmer, — then  fell  back, 
trembling  all  over. 

The  girl  looked  at  her  white  face,  and  fled. 
The  two  men  sat  helplessly  looking  at  one  an- 
other. Mrs.  Palmer  shook  herself  and  smiled 
wanly. 

"I'm  glad,"  she  said,  "I  see  now  why  I  have 
felt   these  things — why   I   have  thought  that   I 


heard  and  saw  Mr.  Palmer.    .Miss  Cobb  kept  me 
in  an  exceedingly  nervous  condition  continually. 
I  was  so  worked  up,  that,  at  those  crisises,  I  felt 
my   husband  so  near,  that,   with   my   vivid  im- 
agination, I  believed  him  to  be     there.       These 
warnings  certainly  helped  me  through;  and  as  to 
the  money.  I  knew  of  it.  and  deposited  it  the 
next  day.     I  thank  you  both  for  what  you  have 
done  for  me."     Now  she  smiled  cheerfully  and 
naturally.     "I  believe  I  have  received  the  last  of 
my  mysterious  messages." 

Ednah  Sanborn,  '13. 
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Chapter  I. 

It  had  been  a  da}-  of  disappointments  from 
beginning  to  end.  In  the  first  place,  he  had  lain 
so  long  in  bed,  that  he  had  only  time  enough 
to  snatch  a  muffin  from  the  table,  and  run.  Of 
course,  it  was  too  late  to  meet  Marjorie  on  the 
way  to  school,  so,  when  he  reached  his  seat, 
breathless,  to  be  sure,  but  on  time,  pangs  of  hun- 
ger and  pangs  of  disappointment  were  striving 
for  supremacy.  In  "Math."  he  flunked  flat,  and 
on  top  of  that,  was  greeted  with  the  news  that 
he  had  failed  to  make  the  basket-ball  team. 

Tt  had  begun  to  snow  at  eleven  o'clock,  and 
at  five,  when  Jack  was  returning  from  gymna- 
sium, it  had  become  a  raging  fury  of  a  storm, 
that  whistled  and  tore  around  the  corners,  tak- 
ing away  his  breath,  biting  his  nose  and  draw- 
ing tears  from  his  eyes.  A  jolly  sleigh-ride  had 
been  planned  for  the  evening,  but.  of  course  it 
was  now  out  of  the  question. 

Tt  wa.s  rather  a  glum  boy  that  pulled  his  cap 
lower  down  and  his  coat-collar  up,  leaving  only 
his  eves  and  nose  exposed  to  the  wind.  He 
plunged  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  buried  his 
chin  deeper  in  his  collar,  and  prepared  to  battle 
against  the  driving  snow. 

A  narrow  alley  lay  farther  up  the  street, 
and  as  Jack  passed  it,  a  dark  figure  leaned  out, 
slipped  a  parcel  into  his  coat-pocket,  and  before 


Jack  realized  what  had  happened,     had     disap- 
peared into  the  storm. 

A  street  light  was  just  ahead,  and  under  it 
Jack  paused,  drawing  out  the  flat  package.  It 
was  done  up  in  soiled  brown  paper,  and  there 
was  nothing  about  it  to  give  a  clew  &  to  what  it 
contained. 

Jack  grunted,  shoved  it  back  into  his  pocket, 
and  as  he  started  again  met  the  eyes  of  a  rather 
sinister  looking  fellow,  who  had  been  watching 
him  intently.  Jack  hurried  by,  and  a  few  min- 
utes later  as  he  went  up  his  own  steps,  he  turned 
and  seemed  to  see  a  dark  figures  slink  away  into 
the  darkness. 

Excitement  had  taken  the  place  of  his  bad 
temper,  and  with  a  smile  he  escaped  to  bis  den 
to  open  the  mysterious  bundle. 

With  bungling  lingers  he  removed  several 
wrappings,  then  a  dirty,  yellow  envelope  lay  ex- 
posed. 

"Now  we  have  it."  he  cried,  and  tore  open  the 
envelope.  On  the  soiled  paper  inside  was  written 
in   faint   lettering: 

"Come  to  777  Tubuf  Ave.  to-morrow,  at  7  P. 
M  Important  communications.  On  peril  of 
your  life,  let  no  one  see  this;  but  preserve  it  and 
bring  it  with  you. 

X.   Y.  Z." 

"Wheel"  he  whistled.  "This  begins  to  look 
interesting.     Where  under  the  canopy  is  Tubuf 
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Avenue;'     From  'X.  Y.  Z.'     H'm!  looks  like  a 
French  embassy." 

He  got  up  and  closed  and  locked  the  window 
which  had  been  left  open,  then  read  again  the 
queer  communication. 

"The  first  thing  to, do.  I  suppose."  he  said,  "is 
to  find  the  setting  of  this  drama.  I'll  have  to  be 
mighty  careful  about  it  though.  'On  peril  of 
your  life. '  This  looks  a  little  more  serious,  than 
at  first.  I  believe  I'll  go  there — if  I  can  find 
Tubuf  Avenue." 

Dinner  interrupted  these  ruminations  and 
putting  the  letter  in  his  desk,  for  the  time  be- 
ing, he  went  clown  stairs.  In  the  hall  at  the 
farther  end,  a  door  closed  as  he  approached, 
and  he  saw  a  skirt,  whisk  behind  it.  He  re- 
turned to  his  room,  locked  his  desk  securely  and 
pocketed  the  key. 

Everyone  professed  ignorance  of  Tubuf 
Avenue,  in  answer  to  his  cautious  question. 
As  soon  as  possible  he  returned  to  his  den, 
lighted  his  lamp,  pulled  the  curtains,  and  un- 
locked his  desk.  Everything  was  in  confusion, 
and — the  letter  was  gone. 

Ednah  Sanborn.    '13. 


Chapter  II. 

He  pulled  out  his  watch.  Half  past  six  and 
he  was  due  at  seven!  He  could  not  go  back  to 
his  room  for  that  would  make  him  late  to  din- 
ner, so  he  hurried  into  the  dining-room  with  a 
half-formed  idea  in  his  head.  It  was  hip  last 
chance. 

When  they  were  in  their  places  at  the  table 
Jack  leaned  toward  his  sister,  who  was  dressed 
for  a  party  and  said  in  the  soberest  possible 
manner,  "Say,  Nell,  are  you  going  to  cry  much 
to-night?" 

Nell  looked  at  him  severely  but  uncomfort- 
ably for  she  knew  his  remarks  always  meant 
more  than  they  seemed  to.  and  answered  sharp- 
ly "No!  Why?" 

"Because  you  have  two  pumps  on  your  feet 
came  the  answer. 

Nell  jumped  up  murmuring  things  about 
rude  boys.  Mr.  Dean  saw  the  approaching 
storm  and  said,  "Son,  go  upstairs  and  stay 
there  a  while." 


Jack  went  to  his  room  or  rather  flew  there 
and,  after  snatching  a  cap  from  its  hook  and 
a  coat  from  the  floor,  ran  down  the  back- 
stairs and  out,  repeating  to  himself  "777  Tu- 
buf Avenue,  777  Tubuf  Avenue.  I  haven't  got 
the  letter  but  never  mind." 

When  he  reached  a  rather  unfamiliar  part  of 
the  little  city,  he  accosted  a  policeman  and 
asked  him  where  was  Tubuf  Avenue.  Upon  re- 
ceiving the  information  that  it  was  the  second 
street  on  the  left,  Jack  redoubled  his  efforts  to 
reach  No.  777  by  seven  o'clock.  No.  628,  No. 
632,  then  after  a  while  710.  It  was  a  long 
distance  between  buildings. 

He  was  almost  ready  to  go  back,  when  at  last 
he  saw  No.  777.  His  first  impulse  was  to  cross 
the  street  but  he  remembered  then  that  in  his 
"Peter  Ruff  and  the  Double  Four"  it  always 
was  supposed  to  be  the  correct  thing  to  spy  on 
the  house  before  entering. 

The  whole  place  was  in  darkness.  The  black- 
est darkness.  Was  that  a  shadow  of  a  man 
dimly  cast  on  the  side-walk  opposite?  He  was 
not  afraid — no,  not  that, — but  there  was  just 
the  tiniest  uncomfortable  feeling  coming  over 
him.  Finally  he  decided  to  cross  the  street  and 
brave  the  person  on  the  other  side. 

As  he  stepped  up  on  the  side-walk,  the  man 
said  to  him,  "I've  been  watching  you  and  I 
know  just  how  you  felt.  You  showed  some 
hesitation,  I  admit,  but  on  the  wdiole  you  seemed 
to  be  all  right.  In  fact,  I  have  honored  you  by 
suggesting  your  membership  in  this  conserva- 
tive society." 

"But  I — "  Jack  began. 

"No  buts,"  said  his  new  acquaintance.  "That 
must  never  be.  Come  along,"  and  he  drew 
Jack  inside  the  door  way. 

They  crossed  the  hall  together  and  were 
soon  settled  in  a  small  elevator.  "Going  up," 
said  the  guide  with  a  slight  attempt  at  humor. 
"0,  I  almost  forgot.  You  won't  mind  this,  will 
you?"  as  he  produced  a  bandage  and  slipped  it 
over  Jack's  eyes. 

Then  the  elevator  began  to  go  up  and  as  they 
passed  each  floor,  Jack's  heart  went  down  a  lit- 
tle further.  Presently  the  elevator  stopped  and 
Jack  was  ushered  into  a  room  which  he  judged. 
by  the  murmur  of  voices,  to  be  full  of  people. 
After  a  time. — it  seemed  hours  to  the  blinded 
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boy — he  left  the  house     accompanied     by     the 
crowd  of  people  who  had  been  in  the  room. 

Out  into  the  streets  he  was  led  and,  after 
many  turns,  they  entered  another  house.  Here 
he  was  left  alone  or  seemingly  so,  but  when  he 
tried  to  push  the  bandage  from  his  eyes,  his 
hands  were  held  down.  Then  he  heard  a 
solemn  voice  say — 

"Neophyte,  you  have  done  well.  We  admit 
you  to  our  gatherings,  we  share  our  all  with 
you.  Look  at  our  faces  so  you  may  know  us  if 
we  call  your  aid  at  any  time  or  in  any  place." 

The  bandage  was  loosened  and  Jack  blinking 
at  the  sudden  light,  looked  at  the  assembly.  He 
opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  forgot  to,  but  let  it 
stay  that  way. 

Beatrice  Costello    '13. 

Chapter  III. 

Jack  found  himself  staring  at  some  of  the 
most  famous  characters  of  Dickens'.  Directly 
in  front  of  him  was  Mr.  Pickwick,  arm  in  arm 
with  Sairey  Gamp,  while  in  characteristic  poses 
about  the  room  were  Toby  Veck,  Betsy  Trot- 
wood,  Madame  Defarge,  Pa  and  Ma  Wilfer,  Mr. 
Snodgrass,  Paul  and  Florence  Dombey,  Uriah 
Heep  and  a  number  of  other  heroes  and  hero- 
ines. All  were  heavily  masked  and  maintained 
a  solemn  silence. 

Jack  slowly  gathered  his  wits  enough  to  look 
about  him.  When  he  had  done  so,  he  found 
himself  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  hall  in 
his  best  friends  home;  777  Tubuf  Avenue  had 
vanished. 

Suddenly  a  smothered  giggle  broke  from 
Ma  Wilfer,  which  made  Jack  wheel  suspicious- 
ly toward  her;  the  sound  was  unpleasantly 
familiar.  Beneath  the  gray  wig  had  strayed  a 
long  wavy  lock  of  brown  hair,  and  no  one  had 
hair  and  a  laugh  like  that  except 

"My  dear  brother  Neophyte," — Jack's  sus- 
picions were  unceremoniously  interrupted  by 
Mr.  Pickwick.  The  latter  cleared  his  throat 
several  times  and  them  began  pompously: — 

"Having  an  adequate  idea  of  the  noble 
qualities  of  your  magnificent  nature,  I  and  my 
fellow  members  thought  it  a  fitting  testimonial 
of  the  vast  respect  which  we  have  for  you.  to 
tender  you  a   surprise  party.     There  were   un- 


foreseen difficulties  in  the  way.  The  whole  af- 
fair was  to  take  place  in  connection  with  our 
great  sleigh  ride  this  evening,  but  Heaven 
failed  to  crown  our  efforts  with  success.  The 
snow  came  instead  and  our  ride  was  postponed. 
Knowing  that  you,  being  always  of  a  prudent 
mind,  would  doubtless  remain  close  by  your 
own  fireside,  some  vigorous  measures  had  to  be 
employed.  My  dear  friend  Mr.  Snod-n'.iss, 
though  greatly  disliking  to  play  the  villain, 
dropped  a  small  packet  into  the  capacious 
pocket  of  your  great  coat  as  you  passed  a  dark 
alley  upon  your  homeward  way.  You  were 
tracked  to  your  very  door  lest  you  drop  or 
destroy  the  mysterious  message.  You  shut  it 
carefully  in  your  desk  and  repaired  to  the  even- 
ing meal.  Some  feeling  of  apprehension  caused 
you  to  again  mount  the  stairs  and  lock  the  ue.de. 
but  the  message  was  gone,  thanks  to  our  faith- 
ful sister  Wilfer,  incidentally  your  bister  Llea- 
nor.  Seven  o'clock  found  yon  at  777  Tubuf 
Avenue,  an  empty  tenement  owned  by  my  most 
respected  father,  where  I  myself  had  the  honor 
of  blindfolding  you  and  leading  you  thither. 
Friends,  disguise  is  no  longer  S^gessary,"  and 
with  these  words  Pickwick  tore  off  his  mask, 
revealing  the  heated,  laughing  face  of  Jack's 
best  friend.  A  similar  movement  was  made  by 
the  others,  and  Jack  found  himself  surrounded 
by  a  crowd  of  his  own  special  "hums. 

It  was  some  time  before  the  boy  recovered 
himself,  but  suddenly  Ins  eyes  began  to  dance. 
Turning  to  the  company  and  ad  Iressing  Them 
with  a  true  Wellesian  air,  he  exclaimed,  "Ladies 
and  gentlemen,  I  thank  you.  Had  my  honored 
sister  not  left  her  handkerchief  within  my  desk 
the  disappearance  of  the  message  might  have 
been  more  mysterious." 

Marion  Rand,  1013. 
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Not  Until  Afterwards 


Part  I. 

"The  mail!  Oh.  is  there  a  letter  from  Ted? 
There  is ! "  Frieda  extended  her  hand  eagerly 
for  a  fat  letter  Miss  Burrows  held  out  to  her. 
The  nurse  smiled  affectionately  at  the  curly 
head  bent  intently  over  the  big  brother's  bi- 
weekly letter.  She  moved  to  one  of  the  large 
windows  of  the  comfortable  sitting  room  and 
raised  the  shade,  that  Frieda  might  have  better 
light  for  reading.  The  sun  poured  into  the 
room,  rested  softly  on  the  thick  rugs  and  just 
touched  the  end  of  a  crutch,  never  far  from 
Frieda's  big  chair — for  she  was  lame. 

"What  has  Ted  been  doing  lately ?"  asked 
Miss  Burrows,  coming  up  and  leaning  over  her 
patient's  chair. 

"They  are  forming  the  base  ball  team  and 
have  elected  him  captain.  Isn't  that  an  honor? 
And  he'll  play  short  stop  as  he  did  last  year. 
Oh,  it's  just  perfect!  He  says  there  ar'n't  as 
many  good  players  to  choose  from  this  year 
and  there  is  the  possibility  of  being  beaten  by 
Bogers  School,  their  rival,  you  know,  but  of 
course  Bogers  can't  beat  them.  Why.  they 
never  have. 

"Do  you  know  why  I  like  base  ball  better 
than  the  other  games?  It's  because  they  play 
it  in  the  summer.  The  other  seasons  are  so 
cold  or  wet  that  I  can't  seem  to  get  up  much  en- 
thusiasm over  what  happens  then."  Her  eyes 
looked  wistful. 

In  the  whole  year  that  Miss  Burrows  had 
been  with  her  she  had  never  heard  Frieda 
Street  bemoan  her  hard  fate.  That  wistful 
look,  however,  coupled  with  the  involuntary 
sigh  spoke  volumes.  Still,  what  was  more  nat- 
ural than  that  she  should  long  to  be  strong  and 
well  like  other  girls  and  to  be  among  them,  en- 
joying the  years  and  filling  them  with  useful 
work?  How  she  would  have  liked  to  keep  pace 
with  her  twin  brother  in  his  studies.  Some- 
times she  felt  ashamed  of  her  slight  acquaint- 
ance with  things  he  seemed  to  know  all  about. 
Miss  Burrows  was  a  great  help  but  it  wasn't 
like  really  going  to  school.     They  didn't   con- 


sider her  strong  enough     to     study     regularly 
with  a  governess. 

Ted's  letters  and  vacations  brought  the  only 
excitement  into  Frieda's  quiet  existence.  He 
was  a  boy  full  of  life,  of  outdoors,  of  comrade- 
ship, yet  he  was  devoted  to  the  beautiful  sister 
who  could  not  enjoy  these  things  with  him.  It 
was  the  thought  of  her  that  kept  him  at  his 
books  and  the  memory  of  her  interest  in  him 
which  made  him  wish  to  excel  in  the  athletics  of 
his  school.  Now  that  Ted  was  captain  of  the 
base  ball  nine  the  responsibility  of  beating 
Bogers  School  rested  on  his  shoulders — broad 
enough,  so  all  the  boys  thought,  to  bare  this 
burden.  Crow  Hill  had  never  been  beaten  in 
base  ball  by  Bogers  and  the  record  must  not  be 
broken  this  year. 

Bart    II. 

It  was  a  day  in  early  June,  one  of  those  hot. 
dazzling,  base  ball  days,  the  day  of  the  Bogers 
game.  On  the  ride  to  the  field.  Ted  was  giving 
some  last  instructions  to  the  team.  They  had 
worked  well  together  during  practice  and  the 
preceding  games  and  Ted  had  reason  to  believe 
that  his  school  would  win  although  the  pros- 
pect had  been  dark  earlier  in  the  season. 

From  the  cry  of  "Flay  Ball"  to  the  end  of 
the  ninth  inning,  the  Crow  Hill — Bogers  game 
gave  the  throngs  of  spectators  something 
worth  looking  at.  Everybody  remarked  on  the 
splendid  team  work  of  Crow  Hill  school  and 
always  the  same  reason  was  given — the  team's 
steady  practice  under  its  skillful  young  captain. 

The  excitement  was  at  its  height  in  the  last 
part  of  the  ninth  inning  when  Ted  made  a 
home  run  which  changed  the  tied  score  to  5-4. 
The  boys  went  wild  over  that  run  and  many 
tried  in  vain  to  find  Ted  in  order  to  congratulate 
him  on  his  remarkable  playing  all  through  the 
game.  Ted  Street,  the  captain,  who  would  have 
been  carried  around  the  diamond  on  the  should- 
ers of  his  rejoicing  school  mates,  had  slipped 
away  after  his  team  had  cheered  the  defeated 
supporters  of  Bogers   school. 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


13 


Ted  made  for  the  telegraph  office  as  soon  as 
he  could.  He  wanted  to  send  word  to  Frieda 
that  Crow  Hill  had  won.  She  would  be  anx- 
iously waiting  for  news  of  the  school's  big 
game.  If  she  could  but  have  seen  it !  However, 
that  had  been  out  of  the  question.  He  had  ex- 
pected to  hear  from  her  that  day — but  no  letter 
had  come. 

Ted  rushed  to  the  office  window;  made  out  a 
telegram  which  was  short  and  to  the  point : — 

"We  won  5-4.     Love.  Ted." 

As  he  was  about  to  hand  it  over  to  the  operat- 
or Ted  thought  that  individual  was  eyeing  him 
with  undue  curiosity. 

"You're   Theodore   Street,  ar'n't  you?" 

"Yes?''  Ted  looked  up,  inquiringly. 

"Here's  a  telegram,  came  for  you  just  a  min- 
ute ago.  Was  going  to  'phone  it  up  to  your 
school  when  I  recognized  you.  Here  you  are." 
He  handed  Ted  the  yellow  slip. 

Ted  took  it.  calmly.  Being  the  first  he  had 
ever  received  he  had  no  fear  of  it.  It  was 
probably  from  Frieda — delayed  in  transit, 
perhaps — a  cheery  word  of  hope  for  the  game ; 
he  opened  it ;  then  grew  white  as  he  read : — 

"Frieda  seriously  ill.  Come  if  you  can. 
Lovingly.  Mother." 

Ted  stood  perfectly  motionless.  Frieda  worse? 
"Come  if  you  can."  All  the  triumph  of  his  re- 
cent victory  had  died  out  of  his  eyes  as  he 
drew  a  deep  breath,  crushed  the  bit  of  yellow 
paper  into  his  pocket  and  bewildered  started 
for  the  door  of  the  station : 

The  voice     of     the     operator    recalled     him; 

"Yes?" 

"Don't   you  want  your  telegram  sent.'" 

"No!  No!  Tear  it  up!"  Ted  said,  shortly. 
What  could  Frieda  care  about  an  old  base  ball 
game  if  she  were  seriously  ill?  He  ran  back  to 
school  faster  than  he  had  raced  around  the 
bases  scarcely  an  hour  before ;  threw  some 
clothes  into  a  suit  case;  left  a  brief  note  for  his 
room  mate ;  was  off  across  the  campus  to  get 
the  Doctor's  permission  and  caught  the  5.38  for 
home. 


Once  seated  in  the  homeward  hound  Ira  in  he 
became  quiet  for  an  instant;  then  impatient 
that  he  was  not  moving  faster;  now  that  all  the 
rush  was  over  it  seemed  that  the  journey  was 
interminable.  The  trees  and  houses  flying  past 
the  windows  didn't  go  half  fast  enough.  Al 
last  the  train  drew  into  the  terminal;  Ted  made 
immediate  connections  for  home  and  was  soon 
dashing  up  the  steps,  to  be  met  at  the  door  by 
his  mother.  There  were  embraces,  whisp< 
greetings  and  then  Ted.  his  voice  tense  from 
anxiety,    framed    his   query: 

"How's  Frieda.'  What's  the  matter.'"  "Dr. 
Lower,  the  famous  surgeon,  you  know,  operated 
on  Frieda  yesterday  and — oh  Ted — we  nearly 
lost    her — " 

"Why  didn't  you  send  for  me  before?"  Ted 
looked  at  his  mother  reproachfully. 

"Frieda  said  expressly  'not  until  after  the 
game.'  The  operation  was  successful  and  we 
hope  that  in  time  she  will  walk.  Think  of  it. 
Ted!  Frieda  will  walk!"  They  held  each  other 
(dose  for  a  minute.  The  thing  was  too  big  to 
talk  about.     Then  Ted's  mother  said,  softly. 

"She  is  still  awake.  Ted.  Come  upstairs  and 
see  her.  Not  so  fast.  dear.  She  is  safe  hut  very 
weak." 

The  two  went  up  the  broad  staircase  and  en- 
tered Frieda's  spacious  bed  room.  By  the  dim 
light  of  the  night  lamp  Ted  saw  a  little,  white 
face  on  the  pillow,  the  sweet  lips  smiling,  the 
big  eyes  alight  with  welcome  for  him  and  a  hand 
weakly  held  out.  He  fell  on  his  knees  beside  the 
bed,  clasping  her  soft,  thin  hand  in  both  his 
strong  ones. 

"Frieda."   he   breathed. 

"It's  good — good  to  see  you.  Ted.  Did  we 
win.'  I  wouldn't  let  them  telegraph  until  after- 
ward." 

Ted  smiled  down  at  her  although  his  eyes  were 
full  of  tears,  answering,  "You  dear,  brave  lit- 
tle sister,  yes,  we  have  both  won." 

Lriscilla  Q.  Robinson,    '13. 
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In  Days  of  Knighthood 


The  gay  procession  wound  its  way  through  the 
dazzling  streets  of  Camelot.  plumes  flying, 
shields  sparkling  and  the  armor  of  the  knights 
shining  in  the  starry  glory  of  the  sun.  In  the 
midst  of  these  many  knights,  happily  rode  King 
Arthur  and  Guinevere  towards  the  church  of  St. 
Stephen,  where  they  were  to  he  joined  in  the 
holy  bonds  of  matrimony.  Eiding  bravely  he- 
fore  them  was  Merlin,  on  a  steed  of  snowy  white, 
proudly  carrying  his  banner,  with  the  fire- 
breathing  dragons  upon  it. 

Thus  rode  the  gay  procession,  welcomed  and 
cheered  by  beautiful  ladies  from  the  ramparts 
of  the  surrounding  castles,  up  to  the  steps  of  the 
church.  Only  the  knights  witnessed  the  wed- 
ding ceremony  but  many  invited  guests  re- 
turned with  the  newly  wedded  couple  to  the 
great  hall  of  the  castle,  where  a  celebration  had 
been  prepared.  A  long  and  lofty  room  it  was 
with  high  arched  roof  and  windows  set  far  in 
the  wall.  At  the  further  end  was  the  dais  where 
the  King  proudly  led  his  Queen. 

To  the  surprise  of  all.  a  huge  table  was  seen 
in  the  center  of  the  room.  It  was  surrounded 
by  seats  of  similar  size  with  the  exception  of  one. 
which  was  larger  and  higher  than  the  rest,  cov- 
ered with  a  silken  canopy  and  guarded  by  great 
golden  dragons  with  jewelled  eyes  that  shone 
like  fire. 

Merlin  stepped  before  the  King  and  ]  rinting 
towards  the  table,  said  in  a  low.  weird  tone. 
'"King  Arthur,  this  is  the  wedding  gift  that 
King  Leodagran  lias  sent  to  you.  It  is  the 
Round  Table  of  Uther;  henceforth  the  world 
shall  know  it  as  the  Round  Table  of  King  Ar- 
thur. Here  are  seats  for  one  hundred  and  fifty 
knights;  King  Leodogran  has  sent  you  one  hun- 
dred knights;  all  the  other  seats  you  must  fill 
yourself,  save  this  one.  next  to  your  own.  This 
is  the  Siege  Perilous.  While  you  live  and  reign. 
the  greatest  knights  in  the  world  shall  sit  at  this 
table,  but  in  the  Siege  Perilous  no  one  shall  sit. 
until  the  one  best  knight  of  all  the  world  shall 
come  to  take  it." 

Then  each  knight  in  turn  took  the  oath : 


"To  reverence  the  King,  as  if  he  were  their 
conscience,  and  their  conscience  as  their  King. 
To  break  the  heathen  and  uphold    the     Christ. 
To     ride     abroad     redressing     human     wrongs, 
To  speak  no  slander,  no.  nor  to  listen  to  it. 
To  honor  his  own  word  as  if  his  God's, 
To  lead  sweet  lives  in  purest  chastity. 
To  love  one  maiden  only,  cleave  to  her. 
And  worship  her  by  years  of  noble  deeds 
Until  he  won  her:"     Then  the  Knight  took  the 
seat  at  the  Round  Table,  at  which,  by  some  mys- 
terious power,  his  name  appeared  in  gold  let- 
ters, here  the  knights  sat  as  long    as    they    re- 
mained in  King  Arthur's  court. 

Several  years  later,  mid  bowers  of  dainty 
pink  and  white  blossoms,  softly  touched  by  the 
sweet  lips  of  Spring,  gay  colored  birds  fluttered 
pouring  forth  sweet,  merry  songs;  while  mongst 
the  hawthorne  hedges  ran  happy  children,  their 
arms  filled  with  masses  of  fragrant  blossoms. 
Truly  it  was  a  scene  of  merriment,  while  it  the 
great  castle  hall  the  noted  feast  of  Pentecost  was 
taking  place.  The  purest  and  bravest  of  Kmgs 
sat  proudly  on  the  dais  with  the  fair  Queen  by 
his  side.  Before  them  at  the  Round  Table  sat 
the  bravest  and  courtliest  of  knights  in  rich  gar- 
ments of  silk,  relating  the  noble  and  rare  adven- 
tures which  had  taken  place  the  preceding  year. 
Around  them  at  smaller  tables  sat  the  fairest 
and  sweetest  of  ladies,  listening  proudly  to  the 
tales,  each  wondering  which  knight  would  earry 
her  favor  on  his  next  quest. 

On  the  table,  a  feast,  consisting  of  roasted 
venison,  swans,  peacocks,  white  bread  and  wine 
was  being  served,  mingled  with  song  anil  mil  - 
strelsy.  The  door  of  entrance  into  the  hall  was 
large  enough  for  a  man  and  horse  to  pass 
through.  It  was  the  custom  at  these  feasts  for 
knights  to  come  and  ask  for  a  boon  from  Ar- 
thur, which  he  granted  willingly  on  such  joyful 
occasions. 

Every  year  the  court  had  watched  eagerly 
for  the  appearance  of  the  name  of  some  knight 
at  the  Siege.  Finally  in  despair,  at  the  feast  of 
Pentecost,  Sir  Lancelot  arose  and  spoke.       "It 
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seemeth  to  me  the  Siege  Perilous  ought  to  '  e 
filled  this  same  day,  for  this  is  the  feast  of  Pen- 
tecost after  four  hundred  and  four  and  fifty 
years,  and  if  it  would  please  his  Majesty,  I 
would  that  this  seat  be  veiled,  'till  he  comes  who 
may  rightly  claim  it."  In  accordance,  a  silk 
covering  was  draped  over  the  seat,  to  be  removed 
by  some  strange  marvel. 

At  this  moment  an  old  man,  clothed  entirely 
in  white,  came  in  on  foot,  leading  a  young 
knight  in  red  armor  without  sword  or  shield. 
The  old  man  begged  audience  with  the  King 
and  said,  "Sir,  I  bring  you  a  young  knight  who 
is  of  royal  lineage,  whereby  the  marvels  of  this 
court  and  of  strange  realms  shall  be  fulhr  at- 
tained. Then  he  presented  the  young  knight, 
revealing  the  handsomest  and  purest  of  faces, 
then  throwing  a  mantle,  furred  with  ermine 
over  the  young  knight's  shoulders  said,  "Sir. 
follow  me."  He  led  him  to  the  Siege  Perilous 
and  raising  the  silken  covering  read,  "This  is 
the  Siege  of  Galahad,  the  high  prince,"  then 
bade  the  knight  clad  in  red  armor  to  sit  down, 
much  to  the  marvel  and  astonishment  of  tho 
other  knights. 

Then  Arthur  said  with  great  joy — "  Sir,  ye  be 
welcome,  for  ye  shall  move  many  good  knights 
unto  the  guest  of  the  Sangreal,  and  ye  shall 
achieve  that  which  never  knight  might  bring  to 
an  end." 

Then  the  feasting  and  merriment  were  re- 
sumed.— Suddenly  a  terrible  blast  of  thunder 
rent  the  roof  and  a  heavy  darkness  fell  on  the 
hall,  broken  suddenly  by  a  single  crimson  sun- 
beam seven  times  brighter  than  day  which  went 
across  the  whole  hall  making  it  possible  for  the 


I  sit  in  the  shade  of  the  forest, 
And  gaze  out  over  the  bay 

Whose  colors  change  in  the  setting  sun 
Of  a  beautiful  summer  day. 

The  sea  gulls  above  in  the  heavens 
Circle  over  a  distant  ship, 

And  suddenly,  swooping  downward. 
They,  into  the  blue  sea,  dip. 


knights  to  look  at  each  other  in  dumb  amaze- 
ment. Suddenly  the  Holy  Grail  clothed  in 
white  samite  was  borne  through  the  hall  by  in- 
visible hands,  disappearing  as  quickly  as  it  came. 

A   deep  silence    followed. 

Then  Gawain  said.  "On  this  day  we  render 
thanks  for  the  many  happy  and  glorious  years, 
in  which  we  have  Lived  and  now  our  cup  of  hap- 
piness would  be  filled,  if  we  but  had  the  one  de- 
sire of  all  our  hearts,  a  vision  of  the  Holy  (iraii. 
Wherefore  I  will  make  here  a  vow  that  tomor- 
row morn.  I  shall  labor  in  quest  of  the  Sangreal 
and  never  shall  I  return  unto  this  court  until  I 
have  seen  it  plainer  than  today. 

Then  Galahad  arose  and  took  the  same  oath, 
and  then  each  night  in  turn,  which  caused  the 
King  and  court  to  grieve.  For  had  not  all  been 
happy,  successful  and  harmonious  so  far  in  his 
wonderful  reign  ? 

Thus  on  the  next  morning  the  knights  filled 
with  one  great  desire,  rode  bravely  away  from 
the  court  of  King  Arthur  on  different  paths. 
Each  strove  to  do  right,  ever  keeping  before  him 
his  oath,  and  striving  to  do  noble  deeds,  suffer- 
ing all  kinds  of  torture,  braving  iaany  great 
dangers  and  overthrowing  many  an  enemy,  in 
search  of  that  one  Holy  Cup.  But  after  many 
months  of  wandering,  all  but  one.  turned  sadly 
home  murmuring,  "This  quest  is  not  for  me." 
"Galahad,  the  purest  and  best  of  knights  in  all 
the  world,  after  many  brave  deeds  and  noble 
quests,  found  the  Sangreal  in  a  lonely  chapel, 
and  ever  after,  it  moved  with  him  bright  and  lu- 
minous by  night  but  barely  visible  by  day. 

Katherine  P.  Reed.   '14. 


3E 


A  Revery 


A  lighthouse  stands  on  a  rocky  point 
A  symbol  of  man  and  Life, 

And  faithful,  sends  out  its  warning  beam 
When  the  waves  and  storms  are  rife. 

So  1  study  one  of  the  paintings 

Of   the    Master    Hand    above, 
And   think   with   heartfelt    fervor 

Of  His  infinite  goodness  and  love. 

Louise   Bucknam,    '14. 
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Athletic    Notes 


BASKET  BALL 

The  system  of  having  class  games  having 
proved  successful  last  year,  was  adopted  this 
year,  and  as  a  result  the  Senior  class  team  won 
the  championship  of  the  school.  The  Sopho- 
more-Freshman game  gave  victory  to  the  1914 
boys  who  later  succumbed  to  the  Senior  five. 

The  basket  ball  schedule  as  arranged  by  Fred 
Schenkelberger  was : 


Jan. 

3— 

-Thayer  Academy  at  Quiney 

Jan. 

7— 

-Weymouth   at   Weymouth. 

Jan. 

10- 

-'Tech.  14,  at  Quiney. 

Jan. 

15- 

—Wellesley  at  Quiney. 

Jan. 

17.- 

— Alumni  at  Quiney. 

Jan. 

22- 

-.Milton  at  Quiney. 

Jan. 

21 

—Franklin  at  Quiney. 

Jan. 

28- 

—.Melrose  at  Quiney. 

Jan. 

31- 

— Holliston   at   Quiney. 

Feb. 

4— 

Mansfield  at  Quiney. 

Feb. 

6- 

-Melrose  at  Melrose. 

Feb. 

11- 

— Rockland  at  Rockland. 

Feb. 

14 

—Wellesley  at  Wellesley. 

Feb. 

18- 

— Winthrop  at  Quiney. 

Feb. 

22- 

—Taunton  at  Quiney. 

The  results  were  as  follows : 

In  the  first  game  of  the  season,  Quiney  easily 
defeated  the  Thayer  Academy  five.  Quiney  got 
the  jump  from  the  start  and  Thayer  showed  but 
few  spurts.  The  final  score  stood  Quiney  46 — 
Thayer  7. 

On  January  7th,  Quiney  journeyed  to  Wey- 
mouth and  won  by  a  score  of  21  to  10  in  the 
third  story  gymnasium.  The  game  was  fast  and 
Quiney  was  handicapped  by  the  small  floor. 
Andrews  played  well  for  Quiney.  while  Dean 
starred  for  Weymouth.  Quiney 's  second  team 
defeated    Weymouth's    second. 

On  January  10th,  Quiney  suffered  its  first 
defeat  at  the  hands  of  the  fast  Tech  '14  five. 
The  latter  five  showed  their     superiority     over 


Quiney  in  their  knowledge  of  basket  ball,  and 
won  by  a  score  of  36  to  16.  The  feature  of  the 
game  was  the  neat  passing  of  Tech. 

January  15th,  Wellesley  came  to  Quiney  and 
was  defeated  in  the  local  gymnasium.  This 
proved  a  very  exciting  game.  Wellesley  led  up 
to  the  last  few  minutes  when  Quiney  showed  a 
spurt  and  captured  the  contest  by  the  score  of 
18 — 15.  Quiney 's  second  team  also  won  from 
Y.  M.  C.  A.  Juniors. 

The  Holliston  High  basket  ball  team  contend- 
ers for  the  State's  championship  defeated  Quin- 
ey on  the  latter 's  floor  in  a  very  exciting  game. 
Quiney  led  at  the  end  of  the  first  half  and  con- 
tinued to  lead  by  two  baskets  until  the  giant 
Brown  brothers  of  Holliston  worked  together 
and  after  securing  five  baskets  Holliston  won 
by  the  score  of  21  to  15. 

February  4th  Quiney  broke  its  losing  streak 
by  easily  defeating  the  five  from  Mansfield 
High.  Mansfield  was  not  dangerous  at  any 
stage  of  the  game  and  the  final  score  stood. 
Quiney  29— Mansfield  9. 

On  February  6th  Quiney  journeyed  to  Mel- 
rose and  suffered  defeat.  The  floor  was  very 
small  and  unusually  laid  out.  Quiney  lost  by  a 
score  of  42  to  13.  Safford  played  well  for 
Quiney  and  Wentzel  of  Melrose  starred  for  the 
winners. 

Quiney  went  to  Rockland  Feb.  11  and  came 
home  with  a  victory.  The  game  was  a  hard 
played  one.  Quiney  stood  in  the  background  at 
first  but  by  hard  playing  in  the  second  half 
won.  Andrews  played  well  for  Quiney.  Score 
Quiney   18 — Rockland   14. 

The  Alumni  team  gave  Quiney  a  very  excit- 
ing game  on  January  15th  in  the  local  "gym." 
The  former  stars  showed  much  of  their  old 
form  and  it  was  only  by  one  basket,  caged  by 
Larkin,  that  Quiney  won  in  the  last  minutes  of 
play.     Score  Quiney  35 — Alumni  33. 
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January  22nd  Milton,  appeared  at  Quincy 
and  in  an  exciting  game  finally  won  out  by  one 
point.  The  game  was  fairly  rough  and  Quincy 
failed  to  show  the  dash  of  the  former  games. 
Score  Milton  21 — Quincy  20.  Quincy \s  second 
defeated  Milton's  second  team. 

On  January  24th  the  Horace  Mann  High  of 
Franklin  defeated  Quincy  in  the  latter 's  "gym." 
Franklin  won  after  a  hard  played  game  in 
which  they  used  a  fine  system  of  passing. 
Quincy  led  at  the  end  of  the  first  half  18 — 17. 
The  changing  of  the  rules  in  the  second  half 
slightly  bewildered  Quincy  and  they  lost  by  a 
score  of  31  to  22. 

The  fast  Melrose  team  inflicted  a  decisive  de- 
feat on  Quincy  on  the  local  floor.  Melrose  used 
neat  passing  and  accurate  shooting  by  Holt  and 
Wentzel,  their  forward,  gave  them  the  game. 
Score  Melrose  26 — Quincy  9.  Quincy 's  second 
team  defeated  Melrose's  second  making  their 
fourth  straight  win. 

February  14th,  Quincy  journeyed  to  Welles- 
ley  and  suffered  defeat.  Wellesley  got  the 
jump  on  Quincy  at  the  start  and  led  throughout. 
Putnam  of  Wellesley  starred  for  the  winners 
while  Andrews  made  nearly  all  of  Quincy 's 
points.     Score  Quincy  9,  Wellesley  30. 

February  18th,  the  Winthrop  five  defeated 
Quincy  in  the  local  "gym."  In  the  first  half 
Winthrop  ran  away  from  Quincy  and  the 
game  proved  slightly  one  sided.  In  the  second 
half  Quincy  rallied  and  scored  more  points  than 
Winthrop  but  lost  finally  by  the  big  lead. 
Turner  and  Evans  of  Winthrop  starred  while 
Prout  caged  six  baskets  for  Quincy.  The  second 
team  of  Quincy  defeated  the  Winthrop  second 
team  in  an  exciting  game  14-13.  The  second 
team  as  yet  remained  undefeated  and  has  a  right 
to  claim  the  championship  for  second  teams. 
Earl  Bates  starred  for  the  seconds. 


SIDE-LINE  ISSUES 

Mr.  LaRose,  the  basket  ball  coach  faced  a 
difficult  proposition  when  he  undertook  to  de- 
velop a  team  in  Quincy  High  this  year.  There 
were  few  men  left  over  from  last  years  squad 
and  none  from  the  1911-1912  first  team.  He 
proved  himself  a  very  competent  coach  by  de- 
veloping a  fairly  fast  team  from  raw  material. 
lie  and  Captain  Larkin  deserve  much  credit 
for  their  work.  Mr.  LaRose  also  has  a  habit  of 
turning  out  fast  Y.  M.  C.  A.  fives. 

Manning,  the  Chapman  hoys,  and  Trask  were 
indeed  in  evidence  again  and  the  Butler  Road 
"gym"  seemed  like  old  times  when  they  were  in 
action.  They  now  however  have  no  occasion  to 
sing  in  any  manner. 

Mr.  Mansur  is  becoming  quite  a  shot  with  the 
basket  ball.  Why  not  organize  a  faculty  team 
with  Mr.  Roach.  Mr.  Smith  and  others  as 
likely  candidates  ?  Charley  Hart.  also,  is  de- 
veloping a  fine  eye  for  shooting. 

The  Brown  giants  of  Holliston  needed  no 
ladder  to  reach  the  basket.  At  one  stage  of  the 
game  big  Ed.  Brown  placed  his  hand  on  a 
Quincy  pigmy's  head  and  dropped  the  ball  in- 
to the  basket  softly.  Easy  picking  for  the  big 
lads  if  they  ever  get  a  shot. 

A  new  system  of  selecting  managers  for  teams 
in  Quincy  High  school  has  been  adopted.  Be- 
sides a  manager  selected  from  the  senior  class, 
two  or  three  men  from  the  lower  classes  act  as 
assistant  managers.  From  them  is  picked  the 
manager   for  the  following  year. 

The  following  rules  and  regulations  were 
drawn  up  by  the  Athletic  Committee  of  Quincy 

High   school. 

ARTICLE  I. 

Q's  shall  be  granted  for  participation  in  the 
following  sports:   Football,  baseball,  basketball, 

and   track. 

Sec.  1  The  football  Q  shall  be  the  one  cata- 
logued by  Wright  &  Ditson  as  "The  block  Q." 
and  blue  in  color  and  eight  inches  high. 
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Sec.  2.  The  baseball  Q  shall  be  the  one 
catalogued  by  Wright  &  Ditson  as  "the  block 
Q"  and  red  in  color,  and  8  inches  high. 

Sec.  3  The  basketball  Q  shall  be  the  one 
catalogued  by  Wright  &  Ditson  as  "the  block 
Q"  and  brown  in  color  and  8  inches  high. 

Sec.  4  The  track  Q  shall  be  the  one  cata- 
logued by  Wright  &  Ditson  as  "the  block  Q" 
and  white  in  color,  and  8  inches  high. 

ARTICLE     II. 

Sec.  1  Q's  shall  not  be  awarded  to  more 
than  16  members  of  the  football  team  in  any  one 
year:  to  more  than  thirteen  members  of  the 
baseball  team  in  any  one  year;  to  more  than 
seven  members  of  the  basketball  team  in  any 
one  year;  nor  to  any  one  who  has  not  won  at 
least  three  points  in  some  one  track  meet. 

Sec.  2  Q  's  shall  be  awarded  by  the  athletic 
committee  upon  the  recommendation  of  the  cap- 
tain and  coach  of  the  respective  teams  up  to  the 
limit  prescribed  in  Art.  II,  Sec.  L. 

Sec.  3  No  player  shall  be  eligible  for  a  foot- 
ball Q  unless  he  has  played  all  of  one  half  of  a 
game  which  in  the  opinion  of  a  majority  of  the 
committee  is  one  of  the  major  games  of  the  sea- 
son ;  providing  that,  in  the  opinion  of  the  captain 


and  coach,   he  has  not  been  prevented  from  so- 
participating  by  injuries. 

Sec.  4  No  player  shall  be  eligible  for  a  Q 
who  has  not  been  eligible  to  play  in  at  least  one 
half  of  the  games  upon  the  schedule. 

Sec.  5  No  player  shall  be  eligible  for  a  Q 
who  is  not  eligible  to  play  in  the  last  game  of  the 
season  for  any  reason  other  than  injury  or  ill- 
ness. 

ARTICLE  III. 

Sec.  1  The  script  Q  of  the  same  color  as  the 
block  Q,  may  be  awarded  to  members  of  the  sec- 
ond team  in  football,  up  to  the  numbers  of 
eleven,  in  basketball  up  to  the  number  of  seven, 
and  in  baseball  up  to  the  number  of  nine,  upon 
recommendation  of  the  captain  and  coach  of  the 
respective  teams. 


About  a  dozen  boys  reported  for  battery  can- 
didate practice  in  the  "gym."  From  now  on 
practice  will  be  held.  Mr.  Mansur  will  coach 
the  baseball  team.  A  fine  schedule  is  being  pre- 
pared by  Manager  Ralph  Prout  '13. 

Edwin  Brown  '13 
Athletic  Editor. 


Locals 


Rehearsals  for  the  minstrel  show  have  start- 
ed again,  and  on  April  4th,  we  shall  see  several 
of  our  friends  in  the  circle  with  a  darker  com- 
plexion than  usual.  The  performance  is  to  be 
in  two  parts  with  a  small  farce:  "The  Quiet 
Family,"  which  will  be  well  worth  seeing.  We 
feel  sure  it  is  going  to  be  a  great  success;  much 
credit  will  be  due  to  Mr.  Collins  and  Mr.  Man- 
sur, who  are  coaching  the  boys. 

The  Boys'  Quartet  received  generous  applause 
at  the  "Twelfth  Night  Revels"  held  in  Alpha 
hall  on  the  evening  of  January  17th.  The  boys 
were  arrayed  in  tennis  costumes. 

We  are  glad  to  see  that  Mr.  Smith  (Doc.)  is 
back  on  his  feet  and  looking  better  than  ever. 


Although  we  were  sorry  to  loose  Miss  Lowe, 
Miss  Perkins  and  Mr.  Streeter  we  extend  a  most 
hearty  welcome  to  Miss  Perry,  Miss  Atwood  and 
Miss   Amsdem. 

The  president  of  the  Senior  class  has  ap- 
pointed the  following  people  to  serve  on  the  Sen- 
ior Dramatic  Committee:  Hortense  Andrews, 
Chairman;  Priscilla  Robinson,  Vesta  Newcomb, 
Elton  Chase,  Alvah  Innis,  and  Russell  Green. 

At  a  meeting  held  recently  to  elect  a  Secreta- 
ry of  the  Junior  Class,  Miss  Margaret  Magee 
was  chosen,  we  congratulate  Miss  Magee  and 
trust  she  may  enjoy  her  duties. 

R.  Estey, 

Local   Editor. 
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J  O  KJE.S 


Miss  Brown:  "What  is  the  meat  we  get  from 
-deer?" 

Veeden,  1914:    "Veal." 

Miss  Howe:  (in  French)  "If  she  opened  the 
door,  expecting  to  see  a  man  and  saw  a  bear  how 
would  she  feel?" 

Studious  Senior:     "Probably  relieved." 

Class  in  spelling: 

Miss  Crane:     "Caesar." 

Mary  Broughton :     "Which  one?" 

"Doc"  Burr  has  found  two  ways  of  lighting 
his  lamp  of  knowledge :  his  red  hair  and  his 
fiery  temper. 

Miss  Crane:  "Burke's  'Conciliation'  is  one  of 
the  easiest  things  you  ever  studied  if  you  work 
hard  enough." 

For  the  stranger : 

Points  of  interest  in  the  Quincy  High  School 
that  are  well  worth  seeing : 

1.  Picture  of  the  first  football  team. 

2.  Ed's  everlasting  chase  of  fluffy  objects. 

3.  "Sleepy"  Betts. 

The  above  mentioned  may  be  seen  by  apply- 
ing to  any  of  the  guides:  W.  Thompson,  R. 
Pront,  S.  Prout,  R.  Larkin  and  C.  Young. 

Miss  Salsinan:  "Mr.  Pront,  what  are  the  rea- 
sons for  the  proof  of  the  proposition  .'" 
Ralph:     "Sickness." 


Pupils  in  room  23  often  wonder  if  it  is  neces- 
sary that  Mr.  Smith  should  rush  to  the  window 
when  the  fire  engines  goes  by.  Wait,  it  may  not 
be  Mr.  Smith,  it  may  be  some  of  the  pupils. 

After  discussing  the  clothing  worn  by  the 
American  soldiers,  the  following  was  heard  in 
the  History  class: 

La  Croix  (after  a  quiet  sleep)  "The  soldiers 
didn't  have  any  shoes  to  fight  with." 

Mr.  Smith:  "Pratt,  will  you  keep  still?  I 
don't  like  to  see  that  smile  on  your  face  all  the 
time." 

(One  from  the  Germans) 

Miss  Zeller.  "Decline  'his  long  beard'  both 
singular  and  plural." 

1913.    "How  many  did  he  have?" 

Miss  ('nine!     "What  are  Eton  coats.'" 
L — k — n:  "Coats  the  moths  had  eaten." 

Another  from  Germany : 

MacF — ;     "How  far  down  the  page  shall   we 


g» 


>" 


Miss  Zeller:     "Don't  go  any  further  than  the 
bottom  of  the  page." 

Brown:    (Ed.   translating   in   French)      "She 

died   a    dead    fright." 

Williams:    '"  I  can't  make  no  English  of  it." 

John   Jepson,   alias   "Big   Swede"   has  calmed 
down  since  his  illness. 
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"Dick"  Larkin  is  now  taking  lessons  so  as  to 
pass  examinations  for  the  police  service.  Every 
Friday  evening  he  may  be  seen  on  his  way  to 
take   his   lesson. 

"Hier,  dene  zwoa  Bnben  lernen  S'mir  vier- 
handig  Klavier  spielen!" 


Translation : 

"Here,   teach  these  two  boys   to   play   piano- 
with  four  hands!" 

R.  Estey, 

Joke    Editor. 
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Alumni   Notes 


In  this  issue  of  the  "Golden-Rod,"  we  publish 
letters  from  our  Alumni,  which  will  be  of  in- 
terest to  all  especially  those  who  are  going  to 
college. 

Elton  F.  Chase,   '13. 

Editor. 
Wellesley  College.  Feb.  12,  1913. 
My  Dear  Mr.  Chase : — 

You  have  asked  me  to  Avrite  concerning  the 
life  and  activities  here  at  Wellesley.  and  I  am 
indeed  very  glad  to  do  so,  if  any  little  word  of 
mine  may  help  the  Quiney  girls  to  a  better  idea 
of  all  that  Wellesley  really  means.  As  for  the 
boys — they  will  become  interested  in  the  place 
as  soon  as  the  girls  start  in  here. 

Of  course  we  have  to  work — it  is  necessary  if 
we  want  to  stay — and  yet  there  is  plenty  of  time 
for  us  to  play.  If  you  girls  are  at  all  like  me, 
you  feel  a  little  afraid  to  start  in  college,  think- 
ing that  the  studying  is  impossible  and  way  be- 
yond your  reach.  But  if  such  is  the  case,  just 
cease  to  fear.  I  assure  you  you'll  get  along 
swimmingly  if  you  will  only  do  the  work  con- 
scientiously from  day  to  day.  Just  as  in  High 
School,  some  courses  are  easier,  some  harder 
than  others,  but  they  are  all  interesting  and 
you  feel  as  if  your  time  was  well  spent.  Be- 
tween times,  we  play  and  after  all.  since  these 
good  times  are  what  we  seem  to  like  to  remem- 
ber best  in  after  years,  I  don't  feel  in  the  least 
guilty  for  telling  you  about  them  at  more  length 
than  about  the  studies.  During  the  summer, 
just  before  you  enter  Wellesley,  you  will  re- 
ceive a  letter  from  an  upper  classman  who  is  to 
be  your  "guardian  angel,"  as  it  were,  when  you 
arrive.     She,  it  is,  who  takes  you  to  your  first 


reception.  There  in  the  crowd — for  you  must 
know  practically  all  the  1500  girls  attend  this 
first  night  reception — she  renews  old  acquaint- 
ances and  introduces  you  to  them.  Each  of 
these  girls  in  turn  have  a  Freshman  with  her 
whom  you  meet  and  by  the  time  you  reach  your 
dormitory  that  night  you  feel  that  Wellesley  is 
not  so  big  after  all,  and  that  you  are  really  a 
part  of  it.  During  the  winter  there  are  several 
big  dances.  As  perhaps  you  know  no  men  have 
ever  been  allowed  to  attend  a  dance  here  until 
only  last  week  when  the  Seniors  had  a  big  party 
over  the  week-end.  The  rest  of  us  could  in- 
vite our  friends  to  a  Glee  Club  Concert  the  same 
night,  and  I  assure  you  it  was  a  glorious  wind- 
up  to  the  preceding  fortnight,  which  had  been 
devoted  to  "mid-years."  But  the  dances  among 
ourselves  that  we  have!  The  floor  of  "The 
Barn"  is  perfect  for  dancing,  the  orchestra  from 
town  is  beyond  reproach,  and  the  girls  them- 
selves are  very  fine  dancers.  What  does  it  mat- 
ter about  the  men?  You  can  enjoy  their  parties 
at  home.  At  college  you  have  a  change.  "The 
Barn"  is  our  theatre  as  well  as  dance  hall  and 
frequently  one  of  the  classes  or  a  group  from 
one  of  the  dormitories  gives  an  entertainment 
or  play  there.  The  original  productions  that 
some  budding  genius  works  up  are  usually  the 
most  amusing  and  are  full  of  local  hits.  So  the 
fun  goes  on  throughout  the  year,  subordinate 
to  the  works,  of  course,  and  yet  holding  its  own 
place  in  the  life  of  the  college. 

Through  it  all,  underlying  everything  you 
will  come  to  feel  the  high  aims  and  ideals  that 
characterize  the  life  here  and  you  will  see  how 
all  of  the  girls  with  their     different     tempera- 
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ments  and  interests  are  closely  united.  We  are 
more  like  one  big  family  than  a  group  of  sepa- 
rate individuals,  each  working  for  his  own  self- 
ish end.  Try  not  to  get  discouraged,  girls,  if 
the  works  of  "the  College  course"  seems  hard 
for  it  really  is  worth  while  in  the  long  run.  I'll 
be  here  until  1915,  and  if  any  of  you  girls  come 
before  then,  please  let  me  know  and  I'll  be  very 
happy  to  help  you  in  any  way  I  can. 

You'll  be  sure,  won't  you? 

Most  sincerely, 

Gladys  L.  Bain. 

Miss  Bain  graduated  from  Quincy  High  in 
the  class  of  1910,  and  last  year,  her  Freshman 
year  at  Wellesley,  was  an  honor  pupil. 


Simmons    College 

Simmons  is  one  of  the  newer  colleges  of  the 
day,  founded  upon  the  principle  of  technical 
instruction.  It  was  established  by  the  will  of 
the  late  John  Simmons  of  Boston,  as  "an  insti- 
tution in  which  might  be  given  instruction  in 
such  branches  of  art,  science  and  industry  as 
would  best  enable  woman  to  earn  independent 
livelihood." 

The  college  itself  situated  in  that  delightful 
portion  of  Back  Bay,  known  as  the  Fenway,  is 
a  very  attractive  building,  quite  large  in  pro- 
portion and  well  equipped  with  excellent  gym- 
nasium, running  tracks,  and  tennis  courts. 

The  campus  is  not  very  large,  but  very  pleas- 
ing in  appearance.  Recently  I  heard  someone 
say  that  Simmons  was  all  work  and  no  play  ;  but 
this  is  not  strictly  true.  We  do  have  our  share 
of  work,  even  the  Freshmen,  but  we  also  have 
our  play.  The  life  at  the  dormitories  is  very 
gay  and  for  the  home  student  much  amusement 
is  offered  in  the  way  of  teas,  masquerades,  en- 
tertainments and  small  dancing  parties. 

Olive  Barnicoat. 

Miss  Barnicoat  took  an  honor  part  in  the 
graduating  exercises  of  the  Quincy  High  School 
last   June. 


The  Massachusetts  Institute  of  Technology 

I  do  not  wish  to  make  this  paper  a  condensed 
Technology  catalogue.  This  book  is  obtainable 
by  anyone  who  is  interested  in  technical  schools 
and  sets  forth  in  much  clearer  terms  than  I 
could  hope  to  command,  the  detailed  workings 
of  the  Institute  and  its  various  courses  and  de- 
partments. Instead,  I  wish  to  present  a  subjeel 
which  is  quite  often  hazy  in  the  mind  of  a  pros- 
pective student. 

"What  is  the  object  of  M.  I.  T.?"  is  a  ques- 
tion often  asked.  The  answer, — to  turn  out 
successful  engineers,  is  totally  inadequate  to 
one  who  really  desires  information,  because  the 
term  engineer  covers  such  a  multitude  of  oc- 
cupations. 

The  engineering  school  is  too  often  looked 
upon  as  a  trade  school.  It  is  not,  in  any  sense 
of  the  word.  Its  object  is  to  turn  out  leaders  in 
the  applications  of  science  to  the  needs  of  mod- 
ern life.  A  leader  is  essentially  a  man  of  pow- 
er, but  it  is  an  erroneous  impression  that  power 
lies  in  the  possession  of  knowledge  alone.  The 
ability  to  use  knowledge  is  power,  -whether  this 
knowledge  is  stored  in  one's  own  mind  or  in 
libraries  where  room  is  much  less  valuable. 
Consequently  the  engineering  school's  aim  is  to 
make  the  student's  mind,  not  a  storeroom  of 
facts,  but  a  workroom  filled  with  useful  tools, 
and  a  knowledge  only  of  how  to  use  such  tools. 

The  successful  engineer  must  be  not  only  a 
scientist,  but  a  student  of  history,  literature. 
political  economy  and  business  law  and  above  all 
a  student  of  men.  for  it  is  the  man  with  a 
knowledge  of  the  world,  breadth  of  interesl  and 
strong  fellowship,  who  rises  above  his  com- 
panions, who  may  possess  ten  times  his  techni- 
cal ability.  It  is  he  who  fixes  for  them  their 
fields  of  operation. 

Engineering  is  the  most  extensive  of  all  the 
professions.  The  height  to  which  its  followers 
can  rise  depends  solely  upon  the  individual.  He 
must  be  broad,  keen-minded,  ready  to  seize 
every  opportunity  for  self  improvement.  The 
type  destined  for  small  things  consists  of  those 
who  reject  the  priceless  treasure  id'  cultural 
background.  An  engineer  in  the  truest  sense, 
is  a  man  of  personality,  capable  of  appreciation 
and  enjoyment;  he  is  a  citizen  and     a     man     of 
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family.  He  is  by  no  means  a  mere  tool  to  be 
worked  in  other  men's  interests;  his  mind  con- 
tains a  library  and  drawing-room  as  well  as  a 
workshop. 

I  have  just  one  more  word  to  you  high  school 
fellows  in  the  third  and  fourth  years.  I  have 
endeavored  to  outline  the  type  of  man  that  M. 
I.  T.,  is  trying  to  produce.  To  those  of  you  who 
are  willing  and  eager  to  become  broad,  large- 
minded  men  of  affairs,  and  who,  to  accomplish 
this  purpose,  are  willing  to  put  every  ounce  of 
effort  which  you  possess  into  the  development 
of  your  physical,  intellectual  and  social  being, 
come  to  M.  I.  T.  You  are  the  sort  of  material 
of  which  Boston  Tech  makes  Masters  of  the 
world. 

R.  L.  Sidelinger.'lO. 
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Elton  F.  Chase,   '13.     Editor. 

We  wish  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  the 
following  magazines  since  our  last  issue : 

Broektonia,    (Brockton.) 
The  Review  (Newton) 
Radiator,    (Somerville) 
The  Distaff,    (Girls'  High,  Boston) 
The    Echo,    (Turner's   Falls) 
The  Artisan,   (Mechanic  Arts,  Boston) 
The  Searchlight,    (Walpole) 
The  Imp,    (Brighton) 
The  Oracle,   (Maiden) 
The  Dial,    (Brattleboro.  Vt.) 
Allerlei.    (Stonington,   Conn.) 
The  Chronicle,  (Norwood.) 
The  High  School  Herald,    (Westfield)   . 
The  "Willard  Echo,  (Willard  Grammar  School, 
Quincy) 

The  Artisan:  The  technic  articles  which  you 
publish  in  your  excellent  magazine  should  be  of 
especial  interest  to  boys. 

The  High  School  Herald:  The  headings  of 
your  department  are  very  fine. 


The  Alumni  editor  wishes  to  thank  those  who 
have  so  kindly  contributed  letters  to  this 
column. 


S.  Corliss  Berry,  '09,  is  employed  by  the 
Canadian  Pacific  R.  R.  at  their  offices  in  Port- 
land, Oregon. 

Philip  Halvosa  '12;  Russell  Westland  '11; 
and  Ellis  Young,  '09;  are  stopping  at  "Mineret 
Cottage,"  West  Palm  Beach,  Fla.,  during  the 
month  of  February. 


Exchange    Notes 


The  Chronicle:  We  miss  your  exchange 
column. 

Allerlei :     You  have  a  nice  little  newspaper. 
We  are  glad  to  notice  that  some  of    our    ex- 
changes are  pleased  with  our  cover  design. 

The  Broektonia  is  one  of  our  best  exchanges. 

It  is  too  bad  that  more  school  magazines  do 
not  follow  the  example  of  the  "Broektonia"  in 
its  having  all  departments  of  the  school  repre- 
sented. 

We  note  with  pleasure  that  one  of  our  ex- 
changes, "The  Distaff,"  evidently  considers  us 
beyond  reproach  as  it  has  no  comment  to  make 
on  our  magazine. 

The  Dial :  Where  is  your  exchange  col- 
umn? Don't  you  wish  to  acknowledge  your  ex- 
changes ? 

Radiator:  Your  stories  are  good  but  rather 
short. 

The  Imp:  A  good  selection  of  stories  distin- 
guishes your  magazine. 
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Teacher:     "What  are  all  these  countries  in 
Europe   fighting   for?" 

Pupil:     "They  all  want  a  piece  of  Turkey." 

Ex. 


What  others  think  of  us. 

"  The    Golden-Rod ;    its   stories 

seem  incomplete  and  without  plot." 


The  Golden-Rod;  Your  stories  are     of     the 


best 


As  these  comments  were  each  made  on  the 
same  issue  we  would  like  to  know  which  kind 
of  stories  we  really  have. 

The  Searchlight :  Your  translation  from 
Vergil  in  the  original  meter  is  fine. 

The  Echo:  A  few  more  jokes  and  one  lon- 
ger story  would  improve  your  magazine. 

The  Volunteer:  "John's  Choice,"  is  very 
good  and  true  to  life. 


"Have  you  seen  the  new  rainy-day  pencils?" 
"No,  what  are  they?" 
"Those   with   rubbers  on." 

Ex. 

The  Review:  Yon  have  neat  headings  for 
your   departments. 

Salmagundi:  We  can't  criticise  your  maga- 
zine, as  we  have  never  received  it,  altho  you 
asked  to  be  placed  on  our  exchange  list. 

The  Willard  Echo:  You  have  a  fine  little  pa- 
per for  a  beginning.     Keep  it  up. 

It  might  be  of  interest  to  our  exchanges  and 

other  readers  to  know  that  "The  Willard  Echo." 
is  edited  and  printed  by  the  pupils  of  the  Wil- 
lard Grammar  School.  Quincy. 

We  have  received  some  very  excellent  ex- 
changes from  the  different  schools  which  we 
gladly  recommend  to  all  as  both  entertaining 
and  instructive.  Pupils  desiring  to  read  these 
magazines  will  find  them  in  the  School  Library. 

Our  readers  might  be  interested  to  know  that 
the  "Distaff"  and  "The  High  School  Herald" 
were  on  "The  Golden-Rod's"  exchange  list  in 
1892. 


Coal  Hod  too  Heavy  to  Lift  ? 


hub 


You  don't  have  to  lift  the  Roller  Bearing 
Coal  Pan,  it  slides  out  easily  and  you  can 
shovel  the  coal  from  it  as  easy  as  breathing. 

MJiVE.     IJi    NEW     ENGLJ*XT> BEST    IX     THE     WOULD 


Have  Heat  on  Five  Sides 

©of  the  Oven 
More    Oven     Surface, 
Having  Heat  Around  It 
Means  Better  Bake  —  Quicker 
Bake  — ■  Less  Fuel. 


HERMAN   FURNITURE   CO.,       1601=1625  Hancock  Street,     QLINCY,  MASS. 


ANOTHER  COOK 
BUT  THE  SAflE 
COOKER 


SMITH    &   ANTHONY   CO..   MAKERS,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


lEnrtrn  Sarraja 

•pianoforte  atto  Uoire  QJitltorr 

©ppra  atto  (Oratorio  (Eoarijttto, 

BUT  liunttngton  (Chambers,  Instrm 
3D  (Srrrnlraf  lutlutng,  (l^utnru 


g>»rrtal  fartlittra  In  pupils  of  publir  Bthnnla 


Compliments  of 

B.  rPITZ  &  SON 

bailors 


5  DEPOT  ROAD 


QUINCY 


RANITE 
0  Q  D 


Quincy  Cash  Grocery  &  Provision  Co. 

WM.  S.  CURRIER,  Prop. 

1381=1383  Hancock  Street        =        Quincy 


Ask  for  Currier's  Fancy  Private  Plantation  Coffee 
You  will  want  it  again 


» ^ «» ^fc. «» ■^ «» ■^  «»■* 


-«» ■^ .» ^fc »» ^fc «» ^fc  «» -^  t 


A   SQUARE   DEAL   TO   ALL 


Compliments  of 

CHARLES   C.  HEARN 


HALL'S  SHOE   STORE 

ALKX  HALL,      I'roprieior 

Sioots,    Shoes   <Sc    Rubbers 

Repairing  a  Specialty 

CORNER  OF  FRANKLIN  AND  WATER  STREETS 
QUINCY,  ADAMS,  :  :  :  MASS. 


SK'OR-ON 


High  School  Pupils  Need  Strong  Eyes 

ggP11  MtlltamB 

Experienced  Optometrist 


1473  Sjanrork  ^>trprt 


(firittry 


TEL.  987-W 


RES.   J122-W 


BROWN  &  COMPANY 

<    NEWSDEALERS  and  STATIONERS    '] 
\ / 

Q.  H.  S.  pennants  and  arni  bands 

1395  HANCOCK  ST.,  QUINCY 


Quincy    Market 

JOSEPH    W.    LASANTE,    PROP. 

Cash  Dealer  in 


GreeeriejjLfid  Previ^ien^ 

Tel.  Quincy  960  1358  Hancock  St.    (Adams    Bldg.) 

The  SHIRT  WAIST  STORE 


Something  New 

High   School  Pillows 


•     •     cit     •     • 

D.  E.  WADS  WORTH  &  CO 


Sweaters     .     . 

$1.00  to  $8.00 


We  can  Save  Money  for  you 

GEORGE  W.  JONES 

No.  I  GRANITE  ST.,  -  -  QUINCY 


Comptt'ments   of  the 


2/oung   77} en's    Christian    dissociation    of  Quincy 


you  will  fine  at  tbe 

CITVE   FLOWER  3TORE 


1361    HAXCOCK    STREET 


Tel.  Con. 


(('Uhe  Tfewest  Uhing  in  @u/ncy" 
"WARDROBE  SERVICE" 

Your  clothes  pressed  by  monthly  contract  Auto  delivery 

Send  postal  or  have  our  representative  call 

r^Ysoisr,  :\riT(  i  tell  co. 

Jfaberdashers   and   (Jailors 
City  Square  QUINCY,   MASS. 


Patronize  oar  Advertiser} 


George  W.   Prescott  Publishing  Company. 


-is  crane  mac  wmu 

v  Quincy,  Mass. 


